drew its Minister from Belgrade for three years and all the
world shuddered.

Now, thirty-two years later, the bloodstains have long since
faded, and after the thanksgiving service at St. Sava's we all
go back along the main street past the spot where Alexander
and Draga lay, and nobody thinks of them, possibly not even
the War Minister. (You remember Anatole France's marvellous
story, the best short story ever written, I think, of the two retired
Roman Governors who meet and discuss old times and one of
them says, cBy the way, Pontius, what happened to that fellow
you had, such trouble with in Jerusalem, Jesus of Nazareth, I
think they called him?5, and Pontius, in his palanquin, says,
Jesus, Jesus, I cannot recall the name5.) Opposite the palace
still stands the Russian Legation, yellow and unkempt and out
of elbows and now empty these twenty years, for the Czar is
also dead, murdered, and we of the Yugoslav Court detest this
Bolshevist regime of regicides and Yugoslavia has not yet
recognized Soviet Russia.

Possibly the War Minister does after all ponder these things
as he passes the palace, for his chief on that night thirty-two
years before, the chief plotter, is also mouldering in a distant
grave with bullet-holes in his skull, that industrious Colonel
Dimietrievitch, nicknamed The Bee, who planned the whole
thing, in order to rid Serbia of the intolerable shame of
Alexander and his mistress-queen, and bring back the
Karageorgevitch.

Apis, the Bee, that was a man, big and strong as a bull, a
Serbian patriot in the great tradition, the father of the dynasty.
They say that he prepared the assassination of the Archduke
Franz Ferdinand at Serajevo in 1914, too, in the hope and
intention to bring about a European war in which the declining
Austro-Hungarian Empire, the sick man on the Danube, would
receive the coup de grdce and Serbia, after centuries of oppression
and struggle, blossom at last into the great South Slav Reich,
in which Serbs and Croats and Slovenes and Montenegrins and
perhaps Bulgars would all be united.
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